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Compoſed with Vatiety of the beſt 
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New Songs. 


I. The Golden Cuckold. 

II. The Sailor's Promiſe to his Sweetheart Molly. ' 
III. A Song in Imitation of Dumbarton's Drums: 
IV. The Sailor's Advice to his Brother Sailors, 


* N WI 


Licesſed and entered 22 to Order: 
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The 2 Cuclold. 
N Husband the Day i is a coming, 
Horn-fair is now drawing near, 
Therefore you muſt go and do Duty, 
You're ſummon'd indeed to appear; 
With the reſt of the hornify'd Cuckolds, 
I'd have you lead heavenly Lives, 


And flock to Horn-fair now by Couples, 
Along with your beautiful Wives. 


I have tipped your Horns in great Splendor, 
As fine as a Lord you'll appear, 


With Pick-axe and Shovel in order, 


 Horn-fair comes but once in a Vear. 
O Wife you have been ungrateful, 

Thus th put Horns on my Crown, 
I thought I had been as ſufficient |, 

As evera Man in the Town. 


Hear Husband was Marriage deſigned 
For to confine us to one Man; 

We are in the right to get Money, 
Dear ö you know if we can. 
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( 3 ) 
Beſides Loye it is an old Faſhion. 
There's ſcarcely a Wife in the Town, 


But thinks it is a great Honour, 


My Dear to graft Horns on your Crown. 2 


A Pox on your Honour you Harlot, 
And all your whole Cuckoldly Train, 


If 1 catch you my Dear in the Action, 


I'll labour you well for your Pains. | 
You fumbling Dog now 1 ſwear, 

If you offer to chatter or prate. 
III break all my Ladles to Shatters 

A-croſs your Hornify'd Pate. 


Look under the Candleſtic Cuekold, 
A ſingle Groat you'll find there, 
I hid, for to put in your Pocket, 
Tour Charges to bear at Horn-fair. 
Then Wite prithee put up your Ladle, 
My Implements ready prepare, 6 
PI en all the reſt of my Neighbours 
To go with me unto Hora-fair. 


You buttocing Whores in St Glleg's 
That play for a Penny a Time, 

Beſure get your Cuckolds in Order, 
With &ery Thing decent and fine. 


| You Billing /a.ate Laſſes fo pretty, 


Who loves to play with your Bum, 
Beſure get your Husbands all readx 


My Girls at the Beat of a Dram Old 


TY. - 


| Old Whores that do carry the Basket, 1 
That loves for to tope Royal Gin, 
Although that you are old and paſt it, / 


Your Husbands are all ſummon'd in. 
The next to the pretty Milk-woman, 


Who does the Trick under a Tree, - ( 
We-know that in Horns you are dealing, 
So we ſummons your Husbands to be. 7 


Lou pretty young Girls in the Market, 
hat dreſſes ſo neat and ſo trim, | 
That Horns on your Husbands have grafted, 8 
We likewiſe do ſummons them in. 

Since moſt of our Sex they are guilcy, 18 
Dear Husband why ſhould you deſpair, 
Your Horns ſhall be charmingly guilded, 

My Dear for to go to Horn-fair. 
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The Sailer's Promiſe to his Sweetheart Molly. 


H E N ſirſt I came into this Town, 
From Troubles T was free Molly, 
| But ſince I ſaw thy charming Face, 


You've captivated me Molly. * 
Oh, could J, fain would 1, 
Could you fancy me Molly; 0 
Ob, would 1, fain would I, 
2 along * with thee Molly. The 


n 
The pretty Thruſh fits in the Buſh, 
And the Black-bird in the Tree Molly, 
The Nightingale renews her Notes; 
But not fo ſweet as thee Mo!ly. 
Oh, could J, Rc. | 


Oh! had J all the Gold in Spain, 
Or the Silver in raly, Molly, _ 
There ſhould none be Sharers of the ſame, 
But thy ſweer Company, Mo!ly, 
Oh, could J, Rc. 


|, | She gave her Love a charming Kiſs, 
And ſtraight ſhe fell a weeping: 
Saying, Farewel, my deareſt Dear, 
Thou haſt my Heart in keeping: 
Oh, could [, Rc. 


He pull'd of his Hoſe and Shoes, 
And likewite his fine B:aver; _ 
Þ | And ſhe pull'd off her Holland Smock, 
And to Bed they went together : 
y. Oh, could I, fain wonld I, _ 
Go A ung with thee Johnny; 
Oh, could I, fain would I, 
Culd you fancy me Johnny. 


My Captain calls me forth to fight, 
From thee I muſt away Molly; 
Or elſe with thee my Heart's Delight, 
For ever 1 could ſtay Molly:  _ 
"hel Oh, could J, Xe. 5-57 
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Alas! it grieves my Heart full ſore, 
That I ſhould part from thee Molly ; 
Yet you ſhall find for eyermore, 
That conſtant I will be Molly; 
Oh, could I, &c. 


She gave her Love a charming Kiſs, 
And ſtraight ſhe fell a Weeping ; | 
Saying, Farewel, my deareft Pear, 
Thou haſt my Heart in Keeping: 
Oh, could J, &c. 


He ſaid, My Love, pray be content, 
Though for a While I tarry, 
If T live to return again, 
My Dear, with thce I'll marry : 
Oh, could oh, ok 


Thoſe conſtant Lovers they did part, 
And he did kiſs his Sweeting ; 
And vow that he would marry'd be, 
At the next happy Meeting: 
Oh, could 1, fain would I, 
Could you fa ane me Molly: 
Oh, would I, fain would I, 
Go along with thee Moll y. 
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A Song in Imitation of Dumbarton' 0 Drums. 


An 1 is blyth and bonny O, 
41 His * are ſweet as Haney O, 0 how 
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O how happy am I, 
When my Sailor is by, | 
And ſings love Songs to his Molly 0. 


A Sailor is full of Bravery O, | 
He knows not of Rogues'or Knavery O; 
When his Prince doth him call, | 
He mounts the Wooden Wall, 
That defends us from Pop'ry and Slav” ry O. 


When my Sailor goes to Sea, 2 and leaves me O. 
Alas! how it frets and grieves me O; 

But when he doth come Home, 

There's an End of all my Moan, 
For ſweet Kiſſes from him dock pleaſe me O. 


Who wou'd not be a Sailor's Laſſy O, 
Rather than a Leagure Lady O: 

He ſails from Eaſt to Weſt, 

And bring Home the beſt 
Of Jewels and Silks to his Deary O. 


A Soldier brags of his Bravery O 

And ſays when he's by, we're in dalety O 5 
Bur the Riches of Peru, 
And the Gold of Ophar too, 

Are brought by the Sailor to his Country O. 


The Wine that revives our Spirits O, 
We have by the Sailors Merits O O: 
How ean they be chagren, 

Or troubled with the Spleen. 

That ſuch Bleſſings does inherit O. 


O praiſe ye the 72 Sailor O, | 
W No Red-coat, Tinker; or Taylor O, Cart 


N Dye Sailors Advice to his Brother Gators 
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Can e'er with bim compare, 
For Livelineſs and Air, 
And all we enjoy's through his Labour O. 


Now I muſt conclude : my Ditty O, 
For Want of Words, that's a Pity 0 
Then all your Voices raiſe, 

To ſound a Sailor's Praiſe, 
In Country, Town, and City O. 
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O ME all you pretty Seamen, 
Take Warning now by me, 
And go no more to Sea, 
Till that you marry'd be: 
For when you are gone to Sea, 
From all your Joys ſet free, 
Shell get another Love, 
Io enjoy her fair Body. 


I wiſh that my Love was 1 
To hear the doleful Cries, 
How many poor Souls are wounded, 
| And in the Seas doth lie: 
Il wiſh that I had but Wings, 
Like to the Turtle-Dove, 


Then would I fly to the Place, 


Where my Love une onſtant proves. 
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